
TaL You have made me 
(I thankc you Goien >rfm>^)almoft waucoa 
With my Captivity: whatainiiery 
It is to live abroade? and every where : 

Tis like a Beaft me thinkes: I hndc the Court here 
I am fure a more content, and ail thofe pleafurcj * 
That wooe the wilsofincn to vanity, 

I l*ec through now, and am fuflficient 
To tell the world, tis but a gaudy lhaddow. 

That old Time,as he pafles by takes vvith him. 
What bad we bin old in the Court 
Where fin is luftice, luft, and ignorance. 

The vertues of tbp great ones:Cofen 

Had not the loving gods found this place for us 

We had died as they doe, ill old men,uuwept. 

And had theitEpitaphes,thc peoples Curies, 

Shall I fay more? 

■^rc.. I would hcarc you ftill. 

£al. Yelhall. 

Is there record ofany two that lov’d 
Better then we doe Arche} 

Arc. Sure there cannot, 

I doe not thinke it poffiblc our fdcndlhip 
Sho uld ever leave us. 

<syArc. Till our deathesit cannot 

Enter Emilia her 
And after death our Ipirits ffial] be led 
To thole that love eternally. Speake on Sir. 

This garden has a world of pleafures in’u 

Emil, What'lHowrc is this I 
Worn. Tis calldNarcilTus Madam. 

Emil. That was a faire Boy ccrtainc, but a foolcj 
To love himfelfc, were there not maides enough? 
Arc. Prayforward. 

Ed, Yes. 

Emil. Or were they all hard hearted ? 

’Worn. They could not be to one fo faiic, 
I^o^wouldftnM. — v'* 


Thtfffi^hUeKtnfM^ 

1 thinke I fliould not, Madam, 

\Ew;7. That’s a good wench: 

Bat take heede to your kindqcs thouglin 
why Madam? 

Men are mad things. 

Arche. Will yegoe forward Cofen? _ 

£»*;7.Ganft not thou work: fuch flowers m filke wench? 

Wom. Ytu r . r 

Emil, lie have a gown c full oPena andofcncie> 

This is a pretty colour, wilt not doe 
Rarely upon a Skirt wench? 

Dcinty Madam.' ’ ■ = ^ ^ 

Arc. Gofcn,Cofen,liow doc you Sir?Why *Pdamon ? 
Eal. Never till now I was in prifoa %Arcite, 

• Arc. Why what s the matter Man? 

7»rf/. Behold,and wonder. 

By heaven Ihee is a Goddcffc. 

A r cite. Ha, {. 

P 4 /. Doe reverence. 

She is a Goddefle Archer 
Emil. OfallFlowrcs, _ 

Me thirikes a Rofe is belli 
Pf'om. Why gentle Madam? 

Emil. It is thevery Embleme ofa Maldei ■ 

For when the weft wind coum her gently 
How modcftly 'ihe blowes, and paints the Sun, 

With her chafte b1ufties?Wben we North comes ncere’her^ 
Rude and irapaticnt,then,Ijkc Chaftiiy 
Sbee lockes her beauties in her bud againe. 

And leaves him to bale b rier s, 

Tf>’om. Yet good Madam, 

Somefimes her modefly will blow fo far 
^]€ fal s for’t: a Mayde 
Iflhee have any honour,would belotb 
To take example by her. 

£mil. Thou art wanton. 

Arc. She is wondrous fairel 
Pdj Sheisall the beauty extant, > 




